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indeterminate origin. The story, as Jayakanthan happily asserts,
depicts the luminous aspects of life. "I greatly enjoyed writing it.
It was for me a very special experience/' he writes.56
Increasingly, Jayakanthan tended to write brief essays on a variety
of themes. These were often thoughtful and provocative. At a time
when critical essays had virtually disappeared from the popular
journals and non-fiction articles were mostly inane travelogues, self-
serving eulogies of politicians or officials in power, glorification of
real or imaginary "Tamil achievements" of the past, or, as a sort of
expiation, "pious" pieces on some saint or shrine, Jayakanthan
chose to express his views on issues that he regarded as of significance
and relevance to society.57
About a year ago I chided Jayakanthan in friendly fashion for
not having published stories for a while. He spoke of the "trend
towards vulgarity" in journals of mass circulation. "How should I
register my protest against this trend? When a working man finds his
environment uncongenial, he goes on strike. As a working writer,
I too am on strike for the time being," he responded.58 Few
men anywhere who make their living by writing fiction will choose to
take long furloughs and write essays taking issue with "generally
accepted notions." That will not be a "smart" thing to do, most will
think.
But Jayakanthan's notions of "making a living" are in consonance
with his "credo" as a man and a writer. He says in his preface to the
collection of essays entitled Suthanthira Chinthanai:
Writing is not [for me] a pastime, a recreation, an idle relaxation,
or an individual effort to garner fame or money. The story, the
essay, and the poem are the forms that I give to the medicine that
I administer as I deem fit. The medicine may be nectar too. What
I get from my writing is spiritual-social-literary experience. Those
who truly share this experience do not engage in argumentation
concerning forms.
... I write about my perception of what goes on around me.
I do not have the obstinacy to contend that my perception alone
is the correct one. I do not have the ignorance to assert that all
perceptions other than mine are wrong. I merely want it to be
understood that what I write is my perception.
... My perception may be right or wrong. But I harbour the
desire that it should be right and the hope that it is right.59